Siam
in her religious garb of yellow brings us square-
shaped cushions on which to recline or lay our
head. She says nothing, and her features, trans-
fixed by so many years of a mysticism un-
intelligible to our souls, do not move. After
the mid-day repast we fall asleep, stretched on
our mats, in a peculiar kind of monachal peace,
broken only by the sound of the neighbouring
stream, which gives an illusion of coolness.
About half-past three comes the awakening,
for my attendants as well as for myself, and I
order the elephants to be brought back, for it
is the hour to resume our journey.
This mountain which overhangs the monastery
is one of those geological fantasies which are
scattered here and there in the midst of the
low-lying plains of Cambodia: one of those
abrupt, isolated, unexpected cones which are
known here as pndm,   They one nearly all
deemed holy, and serve as a base to a place
of prayer.   This particular one, already very
pointed in itself, is  made more so  by the
mausoleum which caps it and is more pointed,
more slender than any of our cathedral spires.
And it is there, high above the jungle infestec
with tigers and monkeys, which surrounds it
as near as possible to tie storm-filled sky, thai
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